This | Love 


Author: unnamedunknownunavailable 
Bands: Guns N Roses 

Characters: Axl Rose, Slash 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jul 23 2012 1b:4b:4b GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


This | Love 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up. 


Axl picked up his phone, finally alone and closed off from all the buzz of the tour. He hadn't felt this stressed, 
or this excited, for more than ten years. It felt great to finally be up and doing what he did best. But he had 
completely forgotten the part with the crazy stalkers calling night and day. He checked the number and figured 
it had to be a stalker, as he didn't recognize it, first thought to click whoever was trying to get to him. But 
the second thought pretty much begged him to answer, begged to hear the voice of a screaming fan girl after 
all these years. So he did. 


‘Axl Rose; he stated irritatedly. 
The other line was silent as the grave, except for someone breathing. 


‘If you'ven't got the guts to talk to me why do you bother fucking calling me? Everything seemed to piss the 
redheaded singer of these days. 


‘Its me, was the only answer Axl recieved. 

And he didn't have to hear another word to know just whom he was dealing with. On the other end, he had the 
ex-guitarist of his own band. The man with thick wavy curls and dark lovely eyes. The man who played like an 
angel. The man who'd walked out on him so many years ago. The man he loved. 

Deciding to play unknowing against all odds, Axl responded. 


‘Who the fuck is ‘me’? He knew Slash knew he'd recognized his voice though. 


‘Axl, you know who it is. Great to hear you're back makin! music,’ Slash said with an uncomfortable tone of 


sincerity shining through. 


‘Yeah? Just ‘cause you've been makin’ it ever since we broke? Axl tried to pull it off sounding unforgivining 


but all he managed was pitiful 

Yeah, | mean, you've always been good with that stuff Your lyrics are real shit, you know: 
Axl heard the other man sutter, wondering whether he should feel flattered or disguste 
Get to it, Hudson Axl managed getting out sounding at least a little bit like himself 


The singer's patience was running dry by now, still he didn’t really want to click. He wanted to hear more of 


that voice. 
‘| heard the song, Ax. This | Love: 


Axl was so shocked he almost choked on his own saliva. Determined not to let it show, he answered. Still, the 


answer turned out too mumbled, too hasty and there was too much emotion in it. 
‘So what? They're a lot of songs on that record. So what if you heard that one? 


‘You don't think | know who it is about? | ain't stupid, the curly-headed man stated strictly. Apparantly, he 


wasn't gonna be fooled by half-hearted excuses. 

‘ts about Erin, obviously. l'm singing about a she, Axl manged to lie. He knew it wasn't going to work anyway. 
‘Oh, really? How come | recall you saying you found the universe within my eyes? 

The mocking tone sent bitter anger running down the singer's spine, triggering him off fully. 


‘So what if | fucking did?! You're the one who fucking walked out on me! You abandoned me, Saul! You said you'd 


never leave me! 


Axl didn't care that he'd given his entire facade away. He'd sued Slash. He'd made matters worse, all too flee 


his former lover. But all he really wanted was to be back in those warm, tender arms. 
‘| know | did. It's not like | planned it.. Bill. | never did, it just happened: 


‘It just.. happened.? Axl'd never felt so offended in his entire life. Worse yet, the tears he'd been fighting to 


keep back ever since he'd first answered freed themselves. Sobbing quietly, he knew Slash heard him. 


‘Axl? Are you crying.? Bill, baby? Slash's voice broke the silence after what felt like hours of solitude. He 
sounded just like he used to when he'd comforted him all those years ago. Axl couldn't hold it back then. 


‘I-I still lo-ove you, Saul." he whispered. 


‘What? was the response. The redhead wasn't sure whether Slash had heard him and pretended not to, or if 
he hadn't. 


‘| lo-ove you, Saul. | only wish | cou-ould.. 


Axl couldn't take it anymore. He was too tired, too sad, too lonely. He simply let the phone slip out of his hand 
to hit the floor. It survived the crash, triggering the speaker. Axl himself leaned against the wall, sliding down 
until he was sitting fully on the floor, tears streaming down his face. Why could things never go as planned? 


Why couldn't he have had the life with Slash they'd promised each other they would? 


The only sound was that of Slash repeating over again for ten minutes, ‘Bill? Are you there, Bill?, echoing 
through the large room. That, and Axl's loud sobs. 


